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George Lillo 


PROLOGUE 


RRORP sss 


HE Tragick Muſe, ſublime, deli 
"Princes e, nd Scenes of Regal Wer 
In awful „ Maj 3 relate 


f Nations, or 
may by Ex 


Hence Providence Supreme 
Humanity adds Glory to 2 brone. A 
. In ev'ry foreign Age, ion 7 ongue, 
With native Grandeur thus the Goddeſs ſung. 
Upon our Stage indeed, with wiſh'd Succeſs, 
You've ſometimes ſeen ber in a 7 
Great only in Diftreſs. When ſbe complains 
In Southren's, s, or y's moving S 
The brilliant Drops, that fall from each bright Eye, 
| The abſent , with brighter Gems, ſupply. 
Forgive us t if we attempt to ſbow, 
In artleſs Strains, a Tale of private Moe. 
A London Prentice ruin'd is our Theme, 
Drawn from the fam'd old Song, that bears bis Name. 
We hope your Taſte is not ſo high to ſcorn 
A moral Tale, eſteemed ere you were born ; 
Which for a Century of rolling Years, 
Has fd a thouſand t Eyes with Tears. 
If thoughtleſs Youth to cuarn, and ſbame the Age 
From Vice deſtruftive, well becomes the Stage; 
If this Example Innocence inſure, 
Prevent our Guilt, or by Reflection cure : 
If Millwood's dreadful Crimes, and jad Deſpair, 
Commend the Virtue of the Good and Fair; 


| The Art be wanting, and our Numbers fail, 


Indulge the Attempt, in Juſtice to the Tale. 


Dramatis 


SCENE London, and an adjacent Village. 


E733 awed 


THE 


London Merchant: 
ater. OR, THE 
[HIS T O R I 
erbile. o F 


GEORGE BARNWELL. 


— 


ACT I SCENE L 


A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 
Tzuzuax. 
Te. R, the Packet from Genog is arrived. 


[Gives Letters. 


from Genoa, muſt 
turn of Wealth from his new 
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never 

no Means does it exclude him; only 
of your Sincerity.—But to anſwer your 

Bank of Genoa had agreed, at exceflive Intereſt, and 

Security, to advance the King of Spain a Sum of 

, tent to equip his vaſt Armado; of which 
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Lucy. You are certainly, Madam, on the Side 


in this : Is not the Expence all theirs? And! 
am fure, it is our own Fault if we ha'nt our Share of 
the Pleaſure. 
þ + + - —— 
Lucy tis are ves ; 
. 
nk ves have no Property ; no, not even in them- 
ſelves. All is the Victor's. 


e 


OM. 1 would have 8 
thoſe of the Spaniar, 3898 Worldy e 
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Lucy. Is he handſome? 
- Mill. Aye, aye, the Stripling is well made, and has a 


good Face. 


Lucy. About 

Mill. Eighteen. 
Lucy. Innocent, handſome, and about Eighteen !—— 
You'll be vaſtly happy. Why. if you —_ well, 
you may 187 him to your ſelf theſe two or three Years. 

Mill. If I manage well, I ſhall have done with bim 
much ſooner. Having long had « Defign on him, and 
_—_ him Yeſterday, I made a full Stop, and ga- 
ing wiſhfully on his Face, aſkt'd him his Name: He 
bluſh'd, and bowing very low, anfwer'd, George Barn- 
beg d his Pardon for the Freedom I had taken, 
and told him, that he was the Perſon I had long wiſh'd 


18 The London MercnyantT: Or, 


Enter Barnwell, bowing very low. Lucy at 4 Diftance. | 


Mill. Sir! the Surprize and Joy. 
Barn. Madam ! * 
Mill. This is ſuch a Favour !—— 
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make ſuch hts improper in me yet: But if you 
mean the general Love we owe to Mankind, I think 
no one has more of it in his Temper than myſelt. I 
don't know that Perſon in the World, whoſe Happi- 
nels I don't wiſh, and wou'dn't promote, were it in 
my Power. In an eſpecial Manner 1 love my Uncle, 
and my Maſter ; but above all, my Friend. 

Mill. You have a Friend then, whom you ve? 

Barn. As he does me, fincerely. 

Mill. He is, no Doubt, often bleſs'd with your Com- 
pany and Converſation. 

Barn. We live in one Houſe, and both ſerve the ſame 
worthy Merchant. / 

Mill. Happy, happy Youth! whoe'er thou art, I 
envy thee, and ſo muſt all, who fee and know this 
Youth. What have I loſt by being form'd a Wo- 
man! I hate my Sex, myſelf. Had I been a 
Man, I might, perhaps, have been as happy in your 
22 ip, as he who now enjoys it: But, as it i 
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8 Words, her flowing Tears confeſs it. 
r never, never... 


Oh, Heaven's! the loves me, worthleſs as Iam! 
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Blunt. What's all this Preparation, this elegant 


What is our Miſtreſs turn'd Fool at laſt? She's 
with him, I 


| y 
Blunt. Yes, ſo does the Smoothneſs and Plumpneſs of 
a Partridge move a mighty Deſire in the Hawk to be the 
Deſtruction of it. | 
Lucy. Why Birds are their Prey, as Men are ours; 
as 


though, obſery'd, we are ſometimes caught our- 
ſelves—————But that, I dare ſay, will never be the Caſe 
Ae | . ; 

Blunt. 1 wiſh it may prove ſo; for you know we all 
depend _ her: Shou'd ſhe trifle away her Time with 
z young Fellow that there's nothing to be got by, we 
40. There of that; for I am ſure ſhe 
Lucy. There's no Dan t that; am 
. 

Blunt. Well, and what Hopes are there of Succeſs in 


that ? 
Lucy. The moſt ifing that can be. Tis true, 
the Youth has his Scruples ; but ſhe'll ſoon teach him to 


anſwer them, by ſtifling his Conſcience. —O, the Lad 
in a hopeful Way depend upon't. 


[Exeunt. 
B 3 SCENE 


22 The London MencuanT: Or, 


SCENE draws and diſcovers Barnwell and 
at Supper. An Entertainment 


After which they come 


Barn. What can I anfwer All that I know is, that 
you are fair, and I am miſerable. 

Ee he eek 

Barn. To eaſe our preſent = 
Guilt, with Fond rise bed] yon 

MAIL how he though the te Love ef 
e tis your Incon- 
ſtancy muſt make them 
| 22s The Law of Heaven will not be revers'd; and 
that requires us to our Paſhons. 

Mill. To give us Senſe of Beauty, and Defires, and yet 
forbid us to taſte and be happy, is a Cruelty to Nature. 
Have we Paſſions only to torment us? 

Barn. To way? bad ton hr to 
| E upon your Beauty; preſs Hand, and fee 

-white Boſom heave and ; eriflames my Wi 
my Pulſe beats high Senſes all are in « H 
men the Reck of will -Yet, for a 


Mind, of ſolid Happineſs? 

Mill. —— Come on with me and prove, 
No Toys like Women-hind, no Heav'n like Love. 
Barn. I wou'd not———yet—muſt on 

Reluctant thus, the Merchant quits his Eaſe, 
And truſts to Rocks, and Sands, 2 and frm Seas ; 
unknown golde 


L 42 | 
Co 1 b doubtful, to the Wind ; 


Longs much * to come et mourns thoſe lf. .— 


Millwood, ' 
Mufick and Singing - 
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8 ſhall 1 loſe my Innocence, my Peace of 
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ACT I SCENE I 
A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 


BARNWELL. 


round me |! 


H ſtrange are all Things 


wou d lurk unſeen, fearful I enter each 
this well known Houſe 
oc, itt 


* 
le 


OF 
5 
R 


1 
5 


my Life? Ever to ſpeak 

eart ; hourly to add to the Number of my Crimes, in 
order to conceal em. Sure ſuch was the Condition 
of the grand Apoſtate, when firſt he loſt his Purity; like 
me diſconſolate, he wander'd ; and, while yet in Heav'n, 
bore all his future Hell about him. 


pry into the Secrets of my | [Ad. 
| . * 


NN TT N 


FE 


© 8 
9. A 


p. BY . „g. A eier 


they on 
no latereſt in them, nor ought your Concern T 
e 
Tr. You ſpeak as i Friendſhip nothing 
be he on, (Before I fn pour ad, Leg it. Since 
we parted ve no more you, r 
in my Chamber fat alone, and ſpent the tedious Night in 
Wikkes for your Safety and Return; een now, tho” ig- 
— of the Cauſe, your Sorrow wounds me to 
eart. 
Barn. "Twill not be always thus. Friendſhip and all 
Engagements ceaſe, as Circumſtances and Occafions vary; 
nar wand co Aye dy Anord ws haps it might be bei · 
ter for us both, that now you loy'd me leſs. | 
Tr. Sure I but dream! Without a Cauſe would Barn- 


well uſe me thus?—Ungenerous and W 


farewell 


» Mie & FFLGEGE 


| would conceal from you 
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I mall endeavour to follow your Advice 


I am too 13 
when the Cauſe demands ompaſhon. Some — 
Calamity may have befallen him too great to 
Barn. What Part am I reduced to at? — 


bdaſe to move his Temper thus, the beſt of Friends and 


Counſel reſtore your 

Barn. that is poſfible for Man to do for Man, 
Han games Fd may cit; Bot deve corn ther 
in Vain. 

Tr. Something dreadful is labouri W Breaſt : 
O give it Vent, and let me ſhare your ; *twill eaſe 


Pain, ſhould it admit no Cure, td mcks © Wille 


the Part I bear. 

Barn. Vain Su tion! my Woes increaſe by being 
obſerv'd ; ſhould = 7 he 
ceed all Bounds. 


Tr. So well I know thy honeſt Heart, Guile cannot 
of | inſupportable! [Afde. 

Barn. orture 

Tr. „ 

Barn. If ſtill you urge me on this hated Subject. Pll 


| never enter more beneath this Roof, nor ſee your Face 


Tr. 'Tis ſtrange but I have done, ſay but you 
hate me not. 
Barn. Hate Ie not that Monſter yet. 


Tr. Shall our Friendſhip ftill continue ? 
Barn. It's a Bleſſing I never was w 


muſt ſtand on Terms; and but upon 
confirm it. F 
they? 


Barn. Never hereafter, tho you ſhould wonder at 
Conduct, deſire to know more than I am willing to 


of, yet now 


Tr. 
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1 Tr. 'Tis hard, but upon any Conditions I muſt be your 


Barn. Then, as much as one loſt to himſelf can 


FP 
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— her, and Heayen not be * d. MN 
ope !/——Dearly alr ve I prov. 
1 I may be left to fall, 
never to riſe again. _— Yet | 


hope I may 
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leave her, and not let her 
loves me with ſuch a boundleſs Paſſion Can Cruelty 
de Duty? I judge of what ſhe then muſt feel, by 
what I now . of. 
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Death or Shame, 


meet, when nei- 
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| ful is the Senſe of Guilt to an ingenuous Mind? 
has ſome youthful Folly, which it were prudent not to en- 
have quite into When we confider the frail Condition of 
ke pg 


1 , not our Wonder, that 
ter: Touth ſhould go aftray ; vice fea, weak at the beſt, 


Un- oppoſed to Inclination, ſcarce form'd, and wholly unaſ- 
-But ſiſted by Experience, faintly contends, or willingly be- 
comes the Slave of Senſe. | 
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SCENE I. | | 

Another Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. | 
Millwood exd Lucy diſcover'd. Enter Feetman. = 
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Fate. I go hopeleſa, iring ever to return. This 
; Hour is all 1 have lefi. ſhort Hour is all I have to 
for whom I thought the longeſt 
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Enter Barnwell. 


Harn. Confuſion! Mill ond! | 
Mill. That angry Look tells me that here Pm an un- 
welcome Gueft ; I fear'd as much The Unbappy 


utter Ruin content you ? 


myſelf, your Happineſs 


more: Pm come to 
take my Leave for ever. Such is the Malice of my 


Life too 


J 


F 
. 


x 


he thought he had. 

Barn. Before 
more. 

MG 
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muſt e en 
Mill. 

would 
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indulgent, that you, more cruel and inconſtant, hag 
reſolved to caſt me off This, as I never cou'd expe, 
I have not learnt to bear. | 

Barn. I am forry to hear blame in me a Reſolu- 
tion, that ſo well becomes us 

Mill. I have Reaſon for what I do, but you have none. 

Barn. Can we want a Reaſon for parting, who have ſo 
many to wiſh we never had met? 

Mill. Look on me, Barnwell! Am I deform'd or old, 
that Satiety ſo ſoon ſucceeds Enjoyment ?—Nay, look 
again; am I not ſhe whom Yeſterday you thought the 
faireſt and the kindeſt of her Sex? Whoſe Hand, tremb- 


Follies, if 


. 7 
Barn. Such is my Frailty, that tis 
1 Where is the „ fince we are to 


part? - 


Barn. The Thought that al is too painful. 
Mill. If it be paintul to part, then I may hope at leaſt 
you do not hate me ? 
l Fele 2 | 
il ity me 
Barn. Z 


Mill. You'll think upon me ? 

an while I can think at all. 

Mill. You may judge an Embrace at parting too 
— — — Fae deems Back] 
A Look ſhall then ſuffice—farewell—for ever. 

[Exit Millwood and Lucy. 

Barn. If to reſolve to ſuffer be to conquer—l have 
conquer'd——Painful Victory! 
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to let you know, leſt Mind ſhould change, and you 
ſhou'd ſeek in vain to find me there. Forgive me this ſe- 
cond Intruſion ; 2 Caution, and 
* was needleſs. 

hope it was, yet it is kind, and I muſt thank 
a9 he &. 


Mill. My Friend, your Arm. [To Lucy.] Now I 
am gone for ever. [ Going. 
arn. One Thing more Sure there's no Danger in 


my knowing where you go? If you think otherwiſe —— 


Mill. Alas! 

Luty. We are t I find ; that's my Cue. [Afde.] 
Ah! dear Sir, L- M LA .10 but go 
he mult. 

Barn. Humanity obliges me to wiſh well; w 
vil you thus expole yourſelf to needleſs Trouble * 


Lucy. Nay, there's no Help for it: She muſt quit the 
4e 1 
ble; it was no | Matter, you may be ſure, that 
could make her reſolve to leave you. 

Mill. No more, my Friend ; fince he for whoſe dear 
Sake alone 1 fuffer, and am content to ſuffer, is kind and 
me. Where'er I wander, through Wilds and De- 
, benighted and forlorn, that Thought ſhall give 
me Comfort. 

Barn. For my Sake!—O tell me how! Which Way 
am I fo curs d as to bring ſuch Ruin on thee? 

Mill. No matter, I am-contented with my Lot. 

Barn. Leave me not in this Incertainty. | 
Mill. I have faid too much. 

Barn. How, how am I the Cauſe of your Undoing ? 

_— * but increaſe your Troubles. 

Troubles can't be greater than they are. 

| = Well, well, Sir, if ſhe won't ſatisfy Iwill. 

Barn. I am bound to you beyond 

_ Remember, r 

arn. Begin, and my racking Expectation. 

Lucy. . 
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only Child ; bur her Parents dying while ſhe was : 
left her and her Fortune (no — ec. 1 
you) to the Care of a Gentleman who has a good Eitate 
— the barbarous Man h enough 
#1. Aye, aye, is rich enough; 
bus whet cor Riches when compar'd to Love ? 9 

Lacy. For a while he pertorm'd the Office of a faichful 
Guardian, ſettled her in a Houle, hir'd her Servants... 
But you have ſeen in what Manner the liv'd, fo I need 
ſay no more of that. 

Mill. How I ſhall live hereafter, Heaven knows. 

Lucy. All Things went on as one could wiſh ; till 
ſome Time ago, his Wife dying, he fell violently in Love 
with his Charge, and wou'd fain have marry'd her: 
Now the Man is neither old, nor ugly, but a good per- 
ſonable Sort of a Man, but I don't know how it was, ſhe 
cou'd never endure him; in ſhort, her ill — ſo 
vok'd him, that he brought in an Account o bis Exe. 
cutorſhip ; wherein he her Debtor to him —— _, 
Mill. A Trifle in itſelf, but more than enough to ruin 
me, whom, by his unjuſt Account, he had ſtripp'd of 
all before. | 
Lucy. Now ſhe having neither Money, nor Friend, 
ex me, who am as unfortunate as herſelf, he com- 
her to paſs his Account, and gave Bond for the 


Spies I fuſpect ſ 1 foray 
is Spies ( ome in own | 
were r Houſe, and ſtay d with her 
he, he came this Morning, raving and ftorming 
Madman, talks no more of Marriage; fo there | 
Hopes of making up Matters that Way, but vows 
Ruin, unleſs ſhe'll allow him the fame Favour that 

be 
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he ſuppoſes the ted you. 
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ther's Arms? 7 


Mill. He gave me but an Hour to reſolve in; that's 
happily ſpent with you——and now I 20 | 
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Barn. To be expos'd to all the Rigours of the vari- 
ous Seatons;z the Summer's parching Heat, and Winter's 
Cold; unhous'd, to wander friendleſs thro' the un- 
hoſpitable World, in Miſery and Want; attended with 
Fear and Danger, and purſu'd by Malice and Revenge; 
woud'ft thou endure all this tor me, and can I do nothing, 
nothing __— it ? 

Lucy. Tis really a Pity, there can be no Way found 
out. 


Barn. O where are all my Reſolutions now? Like 
early Vapours, or the Morning Dew, chas'd by the Sun's 
warm Beams they're vaniſh'd and loft, as tho' they had 
never been. 

Lucy. Now I advis'd her, Sir, to comply with the 
Gentleman, that wou'd not only put an End to her 
Troubles, but make her Fortune at once. 

Barn. Tormenting Fiend, away!————l had rather 
==; nay, fee her perith, than have her fav'd by 

im; I will myſelf prevent her Ruin, tho' with my own. 


-. Moment's Patience——Pl return immediately. 


[Exit Barnwell. 

Lucy. "Twas well you came; or, by what I can per- 
ceive, you had loſt him. 

Mill. That, I muſt confeſs, was a Danger I did not 
foreſee ; I was only afraid he ſhould have come without 
Money. You know a Houſe of Entertainment, like 
mine, is not kept without Expence. 

Lucy. That's very true; but then you ſhould be rea- 
3 tis pity to diſcourage a young 
Mill. Leave that to me. | 

Re-enter Barnwell, with a Bag of Money. 


2 What am I about Dr 
your Reafon all- ſuſſicient, ſuppoſe yourſelves in my 
Condition, and determine for me; whether it's inde © 
let her ſuffer for my Faults, or, by this ſinall Addition 
to my Guilt, 9 what is paſt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
onie A Room in Thorowgood's Houſe. 


Enter Thorowgood and Trueman. 
THOROWGOOD. 
Ethinks I wou'd not have 


and | fing mu Love from Pole to 

ould Tr. Something of this I have conſidet d, = hope, by 
| Aſſiſtance, to extend my Thoughts much farther. 

ve obſerv'd thoſe Countries where Trade is promoted 

2 L 1 fo her oy, but 


to i — 2 
2 Gm, cad poll 


Font Trae: bro 
with their own Conſent, their uſt 


The populous Eaſt, lux- 


glittering ttering Gems, bright Pearls, aro- 
vg Drugs: The late 


C 2 found 
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know 
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Well, I have examin 


of each Soil and Cli 


the 


to the Exchange ; let him 


of 


r [Exeunt. 


various Bleflin 


Ther: Pm now 
at my Return, I 


121115 


Ma 
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g pot 


to his Nature, muſt have been 


can e er ſubmit to live a Slave to 


„ poor ruin'd Barnwell! 
„ do you think a Soul fo delicate as his, 
Tr. Never, never. So well I know him, Pm fure this 
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Ma. Ha! Barnwell! What of him? Speak! 


fo ſenſible of 


Vice ? 


af 
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Ma. Is there no Means yet to him? 
Tr. Ol that 


fear, tho” I ſhou'd find him, ever be brought to look his 
injur d Maſter in the Face. 
Ma. I fear as much, and therefore wou'd never have 
75 That' en ble. 
7. 5 
_ Ma. What's the Sum? 
Tr. Tis conſiderable: Pve mark'd it here, to ſhew it, 
with the Letter, to your Father, at his Return. 
1 


that, and the Account, as to 
my Father ? 


Ma. Doubt not but I wou'd purchaſe ſo great a 
pineſs ar a much dearer Price ger how da be be 
Tr. Truſt to Diligence for that. In the mean 
Time, III 3 his Abſence from your Father, or 
find ſuch Excuſes for it, that the real Cauſe ſhall ne vet 


be ſuſpected. 


we hope may yet return to Virtue; to Heaven, and you, 
the „ och coor I a \ |, whether | 
do any Thing miſbecoming my Sex and Character. 

Tr. Lone mnt rare the Deed, and Heaven, I 
doubt not, will reward it. 

Ma. If Heaven ſucceeds it, I am well rewarded. A 
Virgin's Fame is fullied by Suſpicion's lighteſt Breath; 
and therefore, as this muſt be a ſecret from my Father, 
and the World, for Barnwell's Sake ; for mine, let it 
be ſo to him. 


SCENE 


there were But few Men recover 
Reputation loſt, a Merchant never. Nor would he, 1 


| 


ſupply the Money, cou'd 1 


| 


Ma. In attempting to fave from Shame, one whom 
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Feign'd or — Ar * 
1. — that her Avarice wou'd diſcover 


* 4 
eee me, as 
8 and Til engage to make as 


'Y. anſwer for that. Her Ades is mak- 
D and the various Strata- 
ſhe has obliged him to continue that 
even me, who know her ſo well. 
en Tow are to conſider that the Money 


of it. Had it been his 
Were the World La ſhe 


of L= 


Blunt. gre rand OO 
| „ Lucy 


40 The London MEercHanT: Or, 


Lucy. Being call'd, by his Maſter, to make up his 
Accounts, he was forc'd to quit his Houſe and Ser- 
vice, and wiſely flies to Mi/kvood for Relief and En- 
tertainment. 

Blunt. I have not heard of this before! How did ſbe 
receive him? 

Lucy. As you wou'd expect. She wonder'd what he 
meant, was aſtoniſh'd at his Impudence, and with an 
Air of Modeſty, peculiar to herſelf, ſwore fo heartily, 
that ſhe never faw him before, that he put me out of 


— That's much indeed: But how did Barnwell 
Lucy. He griev'd, and, at length, enrag'd at this bar- 
barous Treatment, was preparing to be gone; when, 
making towards the Door, he ſhewed a Sum of , 
which he had brought from his Maſter's, the laſt he's 


rure in him ſeem'd finking with the Weight, and the 
charm'd Soul diſpos'd to quit his Breaſt for hers. 
Juſt then, when every Paſſion with lawleſs Anarchy 
prevail'd, and Reaſon was in the taging Tempeſt loft, 
the cruel artful Mill prevaild upon the wretch- 
9 what I tremble but to 


On. 
Blunt. 


o* 
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Blunt. I am ama d! * 

. You will be more fo, to hear it is to attempt the 
Mon Bonds ng Benefator. — 
Blunt. His Uncle! whom we have often heard him 
ſpeak of, as a Gentleman of a large Eſtate, and fair 
Character in the Country where he lives. 

. The fame. She was no ſooner of the 
dear Purchaſe of his Ruin, but her Avarice, infa- 
Grave, demanded this horrid Sacrifice 


ſeize the Man's Treafure ; 
the — Secret, and prevent 
ilty Fears. 
cou'd him to do an 
ie 
v nerous : o his Love, and 
— have wrought him to iſe what 
abhors ; we all can witneſs for him, with 
has ſtill comply'd : So many Tears 


Offence, as might, if poſſible, ſanctify 
—_— + rime. 


at 
into Rage; and, breaking from her 
Arms (where the till then had held him, with well 
diſſembled Love and falſe Endearments) call'd her cruel 
Monſter, Devil, and told her ſhe was born for his De- 
ttrution.————She thought it not for her Purpoſe to 
meet his with e, but affected a moſt onate 
Fit of Grief ; rail'd at Fate, and curs'd her way- 
ward Stars, that till her Wants ſhould force her to prets 
him to act ſuch Deeds, as ſhe muſt needs abhor, as well 
as he; but told him Neceſſity had no Law, and Love 
no Bounds; that therefore he never truly lov'd, but 
meant, in her Neceſſity, to forſake her n kneel'd 
and ſwore, that fince, by his Refuſal, he had given her 
Cauſe to doubt his Love, ſhe never would fee him 
more; unleſs, to prove it true, he robb'd his Uncle to 
1 Wants, and murder'd him, to keep it from 


Blunt. 
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Lucy. Nor I, Heaven knows therefore let us clear 


= | ourſelves, doing all that is in our Power to pre- 
n, ad vent it. I "Vi thought of a Way, that, to me, 
pe nj ems ill you join with me to detect this 
kk Blunt. ich ll my Heart. He who knows of » 
o fan . and Reaſon, is a 
ed we Let us loſe no Time: Til with the 
4 Lucy. -—— ime ; I 
Pn | SES ES <ESESES4IS4ES 
5 | 

ill y SCENE IL 
o her | A Walk at ſome Diſtance from a Country Seat. 
1 her | 

12 Enter Barnwell. 

form rn. AA Diſmal Gloom obſcures the Face of Day; 


4 


either the Sun has ſlipt behind a Cloud, ot 
journeys down the Weſt of Heaven, with more than com- 
mon Speed, to avoid the Sight of what I am doom'd to 
I ſet forth on n 

I tread, methinks, the ſolid Earth trembles beneath my 
; Feet. Yonder _ hoary Fall has 
made a natural Caſcade, as I d by, in doleful Ac- 
x to mur mur The Earth, the 
, and Water, ſeem'd coacern'd ; but that's noe 
tran, the World is puniſh'd, and Nature ld > 
when Providence permits a Man's Fall 

Juſt Heaven! Then what fhould be! For him that 
was my Father's Brother; and fince his Death 
has been to me a F z who took me up an Infant, 
and an Orphan ; rear'd me with tendereſt Care, and 


till indulged me with moſt paternal Fondnefs——Yer 


8 


— 


2 e 
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my bloody 
3 


Ma - —2 3 


Ir. . rer seie 


Struggles, Conſcĩience 


Hence ! Hence Remorſe, and ev'ry Thought that's good ; 
The Storm that Luft began, muſt end in Blaad. ou 


* 


—— 


[ Puts on the Vizor, draws à Piſtal, and [ Exit. 


SCENE IV. 


A cloſe Walk in a Wood. 


Enter Uncle. 


Uncle. | Aden, ag I ſhould fear ſome Dan- 
ger lurk'd unſten, or Death were nigh. A 
heavy Melancholy clouds my Spirits ; * 


9 


1 


2 


— * 


. * * 
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dreary Graves, and Vage 


TILE 


1 will * 
himſelf for 


_— — 1 
View? The Mind ſcarce moves; the Blood, 
ps flowly thro” the Veins: Fix'd, 


[Enter George Barnwell at A Diſtance.] O Death, 
thou ſtrange myſterious Power, ſeen every Day, yet ne- 
ver but by the incommunicative Dead, hat 
art thou? The extenfive Mind of Man, that with a 
Thought circles the Earth's vaſt Globe, finks to the 


bis Mak, runs ts him, and, 
bim, raiſes and chafes bim. 


Barn. 


46 The London MercnantT: Or, 


Barn. Expiring Saint ! Oh, murder'd, d Uncle! 
Lift up your dying Eyes, and view your Nephew in 
your Murderer. O do not look fo tenderly un 
me Let Indignation lighten from your Eyes, and 
blaſt me ere you die. _———By Heaven, he weeps in Pi of 

Woes! Tears Tears, for Blood! 
Murder'd, i in the Agonies of Death, weeps for his Mur- 
derer.—O! ſpeak your pious ronounce my 
Pardon then ; and take me with you. He won d, br, 
et 4 with ſuch fond Affection, do you prelz 

_— will kiſs me? 

es bis Uncle, pep N Life, 

(Bar — on his = he had ſealed my Par- 
don, in that Kiſs expir'd. He's gone 3 
oh! I follow Soon away upon bis Uncle's dead 
Body.) Do I ſtill hve to preſs the ſuffering Boſom of the 
Earth? ——Do I ſtill breathe, and taint with my infec- 
tious Breath the wholſome Air? Let Heaven, from 
its high Throne, in Juſtice or in „ now look down 
on that dear murdered Saint, and me e Murderer ; and, 
if his Vengeance ſpares, let Pity ſtrike and end my 
wretched Being. Murder, the worſt of Crimes, and 
Parricide the worſt of Murders, and this the worſt of 
Parricides. Cain, who ſtands on Record from the Birth 
of Time, and muft to its laſt final Period, as accurs'd, 
flew a Brother favour'd above him ——Deteſted Nero, 
by another's Hand, diſpatch'd a Mother, that he fear'd, 
and hated———But I, with my own Hand, have mur- 


der'd a Brother, Mother, Father, and a Friend; moſt | 


loving and belov'd. —— This execrable Act of mine's 
without a Parallel. O may it ever ſtand alone, the 
laſt of Murders, as it is the wortt. 

The rich Man thus, in Torment and Deſpair, 

Prefer'd his vain, But charitable Prayer 

The Foal, bis own Soul boft, do th 

For others Cod; but Heaven his Suit denies. 

By Lone ed —— Sand or fol; 

424 one eternal Rule remains for all. 

The End of the Third ACT. 
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OW falſely do judge, who cenſure or 
| Han. — rounded here? Throw 


beer yt charge my ſelf with any Crime, 
— — of our Kind, that ſhou d 


provoke juſt Heaven to 
uncommon and ſevere. 


il 
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Enter Trueman. 


What News of Barnwell ? 
Tr. None. I have ſought him with the greateſt Dili. 
gence, but all in vaia. : 
Ma. Does my Father yet ſuſpect the Cauſe of his 
Abſence ? | 
Tr. All appear'd fo juſt and fair to him, it is not 
{ſible he ever ſhou'd; but his Abſence will no longer 
conceaPd. Your Father's wiſe ; and though he ſeems 
to hearken to the friendly Excuſes I would make for 
Barnwell; yet, I am afraid, he regards em only az 
ſuch, without ſuffering them to influence his Judgment. 

Ma. How does the unhappy Youth defeat all our 
Defigns to ſerve him? Yet 14 never repent what 
we have done. Shou'd he return, twill make his Re- 


conciliation with my Father eaſier, and preſerve him | 


from future Reproach, from a malicious, unforgiving « 
World. 


Enter Thorowgood and Lucy. 
Thor. This Woman here has given me a fad, and | 


ſome Circumſtances Account of 
(bating ſome Circu ) too probable | 


Lucy. I am „Sir, that my frank Confeſſion of my 
former ourſe of Life, ſhou'd cauſe you to | 
ſuſſ y Truth on this Occaſion. 

Sor. It is not that; at has in it all the 

0 


fluenc'd to break his Truft, and 


me, at ſeveral 


this to be falſe, I wou'd fain doubt the Whole of her 
Relation—too dreadful—to be willingly believ'd. 


Ma. Sir, your Pardon; I find myſelf on a fudden 
ſo indĩſpos d, that I muſt r 


Times, of confiderable Sums of Money ; now, as I know | 
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all Attempts to fave him.——Poor ruin'd Barnwell/— 
Wretched loſt Maria ! Aide. Exit Maria. 

Ther. How am I diſtreſ#d on every Side? Pity for 
that unhappy Youth, Fear for the Life of a much valued 
Friend and then my Child——the only Joy and 
Hope of my declining Liie! Her Melancholy in- 
creaſes hourly, and gives me painful Apprehenſions of 
her Loſs —O Trueman! this Perſon intorms ine that 
your Friend, at the Ioitigation of an impious Woman, 
is gone to rob and murder his venerable Uncle. 

Tr. O execrable Deed! I am blaſted with the Horror 
of the Thought! 

Lucy. This Delay may ruin all. | 

Thor. What to do, or think, I know not ; that he 
ever d me, I know is falſe; the reit may be fo 
too ; there's all my Hope. 


Speed; an Affair of Life and 

For you, 
ume to commend as it deſerves, 
your farther Atfiſtance. Rerurn and ob- 
{ood till I come. I have your DireQi 


I muſt en 
ſerve this 


GJ — SEE as 22 RO 


_— * — 


BE N 142447 - 110 


$2535 


48 


— 
F 


Y 


. 
- 
DD 


* 
e 


ner 
— 


SCENE IL 


93s 5 1121 43 
1 Ta. i 
ET 


FT 


7 IHCICACICICICLICACIC 
AY APA ATIATATIATIAT 4 


50 The London MencyanTt 


ri 


The Hiſtory of GzorGE BarnweEtL. 51 


Murder, and execute me with never. ending Torments. 
Behold theſe Hands, all crimſon'd oer with my dear Un- 
cle's Blood! Here's a Sight to make a Statue ſtart with 
Horror, or turn a livin into a Statue. 

Mill. Ridiculous! Then it ſeems you are afraid of 
your own Shadow ; or, what is leſs than a Shadow, your 
Conſcience. 

Barn. Tho' to Man unknown I did the accurſed Act, 
what can we hide from Heaven's all- ſeeing Eye? 

Mill. No more of this Stuff Lo Advantage 
have you made of his Death, or what Advantage may 
et be made of it? Did you ſecure the Keys of his 
Treafure ? Thoſe, no doubt, were about him; what 
Gold, what Jewels, or what elſe of Value, have you 


brought me? 
you I added Sacrilege to Murder? Oh! 


Barn. Think 
had you feen him as his Life flowed from him in a 
rr. for we by obs 
c_ * - My 


have done If you hate me, if you wiſh me dead, 

then are you or, oh! 'tis fure my Grief 

In his Madneſs he will diſcover all, and involve 

me in his Ruin; we are on a Precipice, from whence 

dd wo dd ade: * 
2 


The London MErcHaNT : Or, 
K There is no other W 
eflection comes too late when 
ger's preſſin there's no Room for Choi 
t muſt be [Afede. Rings a Bell. Enter a 
wvant.] Fetch me an Officer, and ſeize this Villai 
has ay 7 himſelf E Murderer; — * 
Y mi as as 
l Nn 
the Meſſenger, upon Knees 
im back. Tu bt 1 die indeed. _—_— 
is Inſtant I of 


F 


3-1 


TIN 
TH] 
"23 By 


1 


: 


Murder, and will appear to make good my Charge. 


T, 

Barn. To whom, of what, or how thall — 

Tu not accuſe her, the Hand of Heav'n is in it, and 
i Puniſhment of Luft and Parricide. Yet Hea- 

juſtly cuts me off, ſtill ſuffers her to live ; per- 
—— — 
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| 
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Fiends are cute d with Immortality, to be the Execu- 
tioners of Heaven. 
| 2 Bo nat ye Youths, to for ay Jad Deſpeir, 
Avoid lewd Women, are fair; | 
By Reaſon guided f Tos purſue; . 
Fair to Honour, a Virtue true, 
Toft rfl, will er be falſe to you. ; 
Iy my Ex to my Fate, 
( How wretched is the Man wvho's wiſe too late? ) 
Ere Innocence, and Fame, and Life be laſt, 
Here purchaſe Wiſdom, cheaply, at my Coft. 
[Exeunt Barnwell, Officers and 
Time? Where's Lucy? Why is the abſent at ſuch a 
ime 
Blunt. 2 I had been ſo too. Lucy will ſoon be 
dere; and, I hope, to thy Coufuſion, thou Devil! 
Mill. Inſolene ! This to me? 
Blunt. The worſt that we know of the Devil is, that 
he firſt ſeduces to Sin, and then betrays to Puniſhment. 
Mill. They difapprove of PE. and 
ifa en, 
mean to take this Opportunity & ſet up for themſelves. 
n——_— Ruin is reſolved I fee "ey but 
ſcorn it and them; I was not born to fall by ſuch 
weak Inftruments. [Gaing. 


Enter Thorowgood. 


- Min Where is the Scandal of her own Sex, and 
Curſe of ours? 

Mill. What means this Inſolence! Who do you ſeek ? 

Thor. MAIN. 

Mill. Well, you have found her then———1 an 
—_— the moſt i W. 

are retch that e er 

the Sun beheld. e 


Mill. From your Appearance, I ſhou'd have expected 


Wiſdom and Moderation, but your Manners bely your 


Aſpect. What is your Buſineſs here? I know you nor. 
4 D 3 . Ther. 


; x you are Maſter to a Villain; which, I 
think, is not much to your Credit. 

Thor. Had he been as much above thy Arts, as my 

— ons to thy Malice, I need not have bluſt'd 


Fi 


151151 
] 


oi > 


compar'd to 
Heaven, who knows our + waa 
guiſhes between Frailty and P 


graciouſly diſti 


Difference, tho' Man cannot, who — not the Heart, 


but only judges, by the outward Actions. 

Mill. I find, Sir, we are both unhappy in our Ser- 
vants. I was furpriz'd at ſuch ill Treatment, without 
Cauſe, from a Gentleman of your A b 
therefore too haſtily return'd it ; for w I aſk your 
Pardon. I now perceive you have been fo far impos'd 
on, as to think me engaged in a former 
with your Servant; and ſome Way or other, acceffary to 
his Undoing. * 
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Hl 


1 


perſuading = pon 


Ther. I do———and of betraying him when it waz 


| 11 
8 


332348 


ir, the Wickedneſs of 


leſs Youth to ſuch a Crime. 


Ther 


ale 


2 1 1122 _ mT 
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Thor. How ſhou'd an unexperienc' d Youth eſcape her 
Snares? The powerful Magick of her Wit and Form 


might betray the wiſeſt to 
Blood that Age had frozen lon 
juſt Prejudice came prepar'd, had, 
deceiv'd, but that my 
Guilt, makes even a Doubt i 
ſubtilly 
and ( 


your Guilt) they accus'd you before the Deed was done, 
and did all that was in their Power to prevent it. 

Mill. Sir, are very hard to be convinc'd, but I 
have fuch 4 Proof, which, when produced, will filence 
all Objections. | [Exit Millwood. 


Enter Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, Officers, &c. 


Lucy. Gentlemen, place yourſelves, ſome on 
ane Side of ar, watch 
her Entrance, and act as your Prudence ſhall direct you. 
This way [7 Thorowgood] and note her Behaviour: 
I have 'd her, ſhe's driven to the laſt Extremity, 
_ forming ſome deſperate Reſolution. I gueſs at her 

gn. 


Re-enter Millwood, with a Piflol. Trueman ſecures ber. 


Tr. Here thy Power of doing Miſchief ends; deceit- 
ful, cruel, bloody Woman. 

Mill. Fool, Hypocrite, Villain 
canſt not call me that. 
ccc 

vil! 

Mill. That imaginary Being is an Emblem of 
curſed Sex collected. A * wherein each A. 
cular Man may fee his own Likeneſs, and that of all 


Mankind. 
Thor. Think not aggravati the Faults of others 
to extenuate thy own ; which © the Abuſe of fuch un- 
common Perfections of Mind and Body is not the leaſt. 
Mill. 


Man! thon? 


* 


S SIe sitz fiinf 


98 


FB F. FO 29 


* 5 
89 


537 


LE SRISESS 


8 72 ET 8373S FSG 


z - 


The Hiftory of Groncn BarnweLL. 57 


Mill. If ſuch I had, well may I curſe your barbarous 
Sex, who robb'd me of em, ere I knew their Worth; 
then left me too late, to count their Value by their Loſs. 
Another and another Spoiler came, and all my Gain 
and _—_—_ 8 Soul diſdain d, and 
Dependance ontempt ; Riches, no 

Means obtain'd, I faw r'd the worſt 

it 


my 
Guides. From Suburb-Magiſtrates, who live by ruin'd 
Reputations, as the unhoſpitable Natives of Cornwall 
do by Shi „I learn'd, that to charge my inno- 
| i rs with my Crimes, was to merit their 
Protection; 


when many are ſuſpected; and Detraction, like Dark- 
neſs and Death, blackens all Objects, and levels all 
Diſtinction. Such are your venal Magiſtrates, who fa- 
vour none but ſuch as, by their Office, they are ſworn 
ro puniſh : With them not to be guilty, is the worſt of 
Crimes; and large Fees, privately paid, are every need- 
ful Virtue. 

Ther. Your Practice has ſufficiently diſcover'd your 
Contempt of Laws, both human and divine ; no wonder 
then that you ſhou'd hate the Officers of both. 

Mill. I know you, and I hate you all; I expect no 
„and I aſk for none; I follow my Inclinations, 

that the beſt of Sree th - Bhs 
| alike natural indifferent to and Beaſt ; 
devour, or are devour'd, as they meet with others 
eaker, or ſtronger, than themſelves. 
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ACT V. SCENE I 
A Room in a Priſon. 


Enter Thorowgood, Blunt and Lucy. 


THOROWGOOD. 


9 recommended n 
vine, whoſe Judgment ntegrity I am ac- 
21112 ; but 
> wnkoppy Women, MN china, his As- 


Lucy. This pious Charity to the AfiQed well becomes 
e if 1 onder you 


were not at their 

1.1 4 1 to fave him; and I 

wy Frye great a Part in his Diſtreſs, that to 
have — 2 — 2 aggravated our Sorrows, 
without relieving his. 

Blunt. It was mournful indeed. Barnwell's Youth 
and modeſt as he paſs'd, drew Tears from 
every Eye. When Bar, and i 
before the Reverend Judges, with Tears 
terruptiag Sobs, he confeſs'd and aggravated his 
without accuſing, or once ing on Milland, the 
ſhameleſs Author of his Ruin; who dauntleſs and un- 


concern'd ſtood by his Side, viewing, with viſible Pride and 
Contempt, the vaſt Aﬀembly, who all, with 1 — 
ow, 


60 The Lonpon MERCHANT : Or, 
Sorrow, wept for the wretched Youth. — 


her 
Defence ; but; 


but what cou'd that avail? She was condemn'd, and js 
this Day to ſuffer with him. 


terview. She's proud N 
vi To be the 

ro fu fer in her Shame, 1 
ſhe ſuffers, aps bobs ood 
— Lives, and long Confederacy with her in Wick- 
edne 


Thor. Happy for u it ended when it did. What 
you have done Milkword I know proceeded from 
a juſt Abhorrence of her Crimes, free from Intereſt, 
Malice, 1 Revenge. Proſelytes Ms ſhould be 
encourag'd ; ue N ormation, and 
— I 

Lucy. This is a Bleſſing as unhop'd for as unmerited ; 
but Heaven that ſnatched us from impending Ruin, 
r 

Ther. With Gratitude to impute your Deliverance to 
Heaven is juſt. Many, leſs virtuouſly dispos'd than 
Barrwell was, have never fallen in the Manner he has 
done—— May not fuch owe their rather to Pro- 
an ahas: © ce With Pity and C 
let us judge him. Great were his Faults, but ſtrong 
was the Temptation. Let his Ruin learn us Diffidence, 
Humanity and Circumſpection; for we, who wonder at 
his Fare, 1 5 had we, like him, been tried, like 
him, we bad fallen too. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL 


A Dungeon, a Tahle and Lamp. Barnwell 
reading. 


o Enter Thorowgood at a Diftance. 


Ther. FD ons 
teſted enſual Appetite indulg'd, 
ſevere Reflections, 2 


* 


aq. Þ n N 
2 your Journey's long, = 


ſpent. I fent a Reverend Divine 


237 
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K AN ſad Retirement, 
1 temov d rr 
thence Pve learn'd the infinite Extent of heavenly 

; that my Offences, tho' _ 14 
nable ; and that tis not my Intereſt only. 
— _ and to rejoice in that Hope 82 al 
Heaven receive I 


1 3 


F7 


: 


Thor 
Barn. 'Tis wonderful that Words ſhou'd charm De- 
, ſpeak Peace and Pardon to a Murderer's Conſcience ; 
every Sentence, attended 
"How ſhall I deſcribe 
my 


rcy flow in 
Force 12 divine. 
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my preſent State of Mind? 1 hope in Doubt, and | 
Grief increaſe, even | 


ing I rejuice; I feel op 
as my Fears give way. Joy Gratitude now 
more Tears, than the Horror and Anguiſh of Deſpair, 
. — 
i are ine St true Repentance; 
the only Preparatory, the pon wy Way to everlaſting 
Peace. ——O the Joy it gives to ſee a Soul form'd and 
prepar'd for Heaven! For this the faichtul Miniſter de- 
votes himſelf ro Meditation, Abſtinence and Prayer, 
thunning the vain Delights of ſenſual Joys, and 
dies, that others may live for ever. For this he 
the facred Volumes o'er, and ſpends his Life in pain 
Search of Truth. The Love of Riches, 28 


r 

ays, does joice, and own hi 
Labours over paid? | 
Barn. What do I owe for all your Kind- 
reward you. 


neſs? But tho I cannot, Heaven can and 
Ther. To ſee thee thus, is Joy too great for Words. 
Farewell Heaven ftrengthen thee Fare 


Barn. O! Sir, there's ing I would fay, if | 
Thor. Give it Vent a while, and try. 4 


Barn. I had a Friend tis true I am unworthy 


methinaks your Example mi gow nee 
Cou'd 1 nor fee him — — whence 
7 He — and as much thy Friend | 
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bus ee his Sorrow z too ſoon he'll 
| Contagious 

domeſtick d 
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mented Youth———Farewel Heaven ſtrengthen 
Barn. The beſt of and of Men Fare 


; wel——while I live, let me not want your Prayers. 
» Ther. Thou ſhalt not- thy Peace being made with 
Heaven, Death's already vanquilſh'd ; bear a little 
, ceaſe from 
Pain for ever. xit 

Barn. I hall. I find a Power within that 
bears my Soul above the Fears of Death, and Spight of 
conſcious Shame and Guilt, gives me a Taſte of | 
more than mortal. | 

Y Enter Trueman and Keeper. 
Keep. Sir. There's the Priſoner. Exit Keeper. 
* 4 rr ropes. bn - yy 72 to 
now he's dare not ; 

CO 
Barn. Mercy! Mercy! gracious Heaven! For Death, 
Wen 

Tr. What have 1 d fince I faw you laſt? What 
Pain bath Abſence given me?——But, oh! to ſee thee 


thus 
the Anguiſh 


Barn. 1 know it is dreadful! I feel 


Bars. My Senſe of Guilt indeed you cannot know ; tis 


what the Good and Innocent, like 
ceive ; but Griefs, at 
feel for you. 


methinks, 
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yh ſo far was | loſt to Goodneſs, fo devoted to the | 
Author of my Ruin, that had the infilted on my murder- | 
ing thee I think——1 ſhou'd have done it. 

Barn. Prithee, aggravate thy Faults no more. 
Barn. I think I He, hus good and generou 


as you are, I ſhou'd have murder d 
Tr. —— — — 


rupted. Come to my. Aring 

Nom. News, never with 3 inde fork Joy on Fend, 
—— ſt Remorſe. Are theſe honeſt 
home and Gains i > ＋ fomen 
a Murderer? Thefe Iron Fetters only ſhall claſp, and 
flinty Pavement bear me [throwing — on 
Ground] even theſe too good for ſuch a 
Tr. Fortune ſever ME ben F jo 
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Tr. O my Barnwell! there's yet another Taſk behind: 
in your Heart muſt bleed for others Woes. 
o meet and part with you I thought was all I 


— ́ꝛÄ— — 


Barn. 


had to do on Earth. What is there more for me to do or 
Cie.” + 

Tr. I dread Yo tell thee, yet it muſt be known. 
Maria | 


yo 
Te. Thy, thy Misfortunes, my unhappy Friend, have 
reach d her. Whatever you and I have felt, and more, 


if more be poſſible, ſhe feels for you. 
Barn. I know he doth abhor a L , and would not 


trile with his dying Friend. is is indeed the 
Bicterneſs of Death. [Ade 

Tr. You muſt remember, for we all obſerved it, for 
ſome Time her 


down 


B V — be ft! 2 
it to think on what I might have been? -I now 


Tr. Madam, reluftant 1 lead you to vhis diſmal 
Scene: This is the Seat of Miſery and Gut 


Here 
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Ma. To this fad Place, then no improper Gueſt, the 
abandon'd loft Maria brings Deſpair, and lee the 


and the Cauſe of all this World of Woe. Silent and 


motionleſs he ſtands, as if his Soul had quitted her 
Abode, and the lifeleſs Form alone was left behind; 
yer that ſo ect, that Beauty and Death, ever at En- 


_ 4 united there. 


ſmil'd, and when my youthful boards 
eſt; if then to have rais'd my 
been ! in me, never to 


elke — Serre 


Darn. Etre I knew Guilt or Shame, when Feemee 


ve "bows Fenton, | 
think 
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Death ?. From ſuch a Death! 
O terrible What is her Miſery and Diſtreſs, 
who ſees the firſt laſt Object of her Love, for w 
alone ſhe'd live, for whom ſhe'd die a 
thouſand Deaths, if it were poſſible, expiring in 
Arms?——Yet the is happy, when compar'd to 


to other miſerable Maids, is all I aſk for my Relief, and 


that's deny'd me. 
Tr. Time and Reflection cure all Ills. 
Ma. All but this His dreadful Ca 


Io give a Holiday to 
ſuburb Slaves, and paſſing entertain the ſavage Herd; 
who, —_— cc other for a Si 1 and preſs 


upon him like his Fate A with Piety and 

Reſolution arm'd, may ſmile on Death But pub- 

lick Ignominy ——evertaſ.ing Sha:ne __ 
ET 2 a 
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— de + Goked tans, and 
yet ſurvive even Death itſelf, in never dying Infamy! 
Is this to be endured ?——Can I, who live in him; 
and muſt, each Hour of my devoted Life, feel all theſe 
"- 1 I _ this ie he 

r. Grief has Spirits, pants, as in 
the Ap of Dees 

Barn. Preſerve her Heaven, and reſtore her Peace, 
nor let her Death be added to my Crimes. [Bell tolls.) 
I am ſummon d to my Fate. 


. my 
.] Support and comfort 
Fair. —No more—PFor- 


were mine. [She inclines towards him; they embrace! 
ind me, to Heaven, where Vie, the yours is eve | 


— 
— juft at the Time that others began to 
— my Courſe is | aq Though ſhort my 
Life, and few my yet count m Crimes for 
and I have liv'd — Thus Nite i C in C 
ſion to Mankind, wu . in Co — 
Exam to ſecure Thouſands from future Ruin. Juſtice 
and Mercy are in Heaven the fame: Its utmoſt 

is Mercy to the Whole; thereby to cure Man's Folly and 
Preſumption, which elſe wou'd render even infinite 
Mercy vain and ineffectual. 


12 Youth, like you, in 
all mourn my Fate, tho 


of 


Times, 


abbor my Crimes ; 
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Or r 28 2 


To 7; each Jah mol 1 Eye, and Le Heart, 


gracious Heaven this 
— to 4 — my Guilt, 2 


Then muft you own, you ought not to complain ; 
Since 7 f 


SCENE the Lasr. 


The Place of Execution. The Gallows and Ladders at 
the farther End of the Stage. A Crowd of Spefators. 
Blunt and Lucy. 


c Lucy. EAVENS! What a Throng! 


Blunt. How terrible is Death when thus 


8 


Officer within. Mir W. Way there; make Way, and 
give the Priſoners Room. 

Lucy. They are here; obſerve them well. How hum- 
ble and compoſed young Barnwell ſeems? But Millwood 
looks wild, ruffled with confounded and amazed. 


Enter Barnwell, Millwood, Officers and Executioner. 


Barn. See, Milkod, 2 our s at an End. 
Life, like = Tale that's told „ is paſt awa XA 
but dark and unknown 48 
tween us and endleſs Joys, or Woes eternal. 

Mill. Is this the End of all my flattering Hopes ? Were 
2 I. Beauty goon 1 25 for a Curſe, — Wiſ- 

m to infure my Ruin? They were, were. 
Heaven, thou haſt done thy worſt. Or if thou haſtin 
— and Bend ſomewhat that's worſe than 

Shame, Deſpair and Death, unpitied Death, 2 d 
pair 


prepar d! 


you. 
me; I feel it will. A Deluge 
| my Soul. Chains, Darknets, 
ging Scorpions, molten Lead, 
„are light to what I feel. 

ra. O! had ay door won wwakows wma A Sin 
more imurmus to Heaven, t n' ve yet com | 
Reach of Mercy. 
to think it. As 


. Tho' M may be 
tis free: And I was doom'd, before the 
I eres ity to her: 

in plenteous Streams to chaſe 
d heal her wounded Soul. 


Pra are loſt in Air, 
elſe returned perhaps with double Bleſſings to your 
me they help not. | | 


arn. Yet hear me, Milkuoed! 
Away, I will not hear thee: I tell thee, veg 
am 


to endleſs Pains, and thou to Joys eternal. - 


_ MHM..ts 


ptay—I bear 
to behold others enjoy 
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oted a dreadful Inftance of its 
[Barnwell ſeems to pray.] If thou 
for thyſelf, not me. How doth his 


tmoſt Limit of your 


3 
ple may all be taught to 


oe 
to Death encompaſſed with Horror, 
: TT I CO 
Tr. Heaven be better to ber than her Fears ; may ſhe 
a Warning to others, a Monument of Mercy in 


A humane gen'rous , | 
Unleſs we mark what their Ruin on, 


EPILOGUEP 


Written by 
Cor LT Cinprs, Eſq; Poet Laval 


And ſpoken by Mrs. Cork. 


INCE Fate has rob. d me of the hapleſs Youth, 
898 — Heart bad bearded up its Truth ; 
all the Lins of Love and Hor, now, 
and one of you. 


Th fs Je Meer 
There's: nine but „ 
And theſe, I doubt, 2 [Fo en e. 


"Tic 2 
— Cuchalds . 
'Twixt % and them, the Diff rence this perhaps, 
The Cit's. a a — heb 
But you, berg gg” fo 


